74                       Sonettes.

f[ Somtyme by me flie fat,
when Ihe had playde her fyll,

And euer when me refted had
aboute Ihe flyttered flyll

f[ When I'perceyued her well,
reioyfyng in her place,

0 happye Flye quoth I, and eake,

0 worme in happy cafe.
f[ Whiche two of vs is befl?

1 that haue reafon ? no :

But thou that reafon art without
and therwith voyde of woe.

f[ I lyue and fo dofle thou,
but I lyue all in payne,

And Subiect am to her alas,
that makes my Gryefe her gayne.

[The following lines are added to this Poem, in the .Faultes escaped,
at the end of the original Edition.]

JT Thou lyuefl, but feelft no gryefe,

no Loue doth the torment,
A happye thynge for me it were,

If God were fo content.
That thou with Pen, wert placed here

and I fat in thy place,
Then I Ihuld loye as thou dofL nowe

and thau muldft wayle thy cafe.

}7"Hen I do heare thy name,

a^as my ^art ^ot^ ry*"e:

And feekes fourthwith to fe the falue
that moil contentes myne eys.
But when I fe thy Face,
that hath procured my payne,